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Ser. It is my Lord. 

Hot, That Roan fhall be mythrone.WelLl will backe him 
(hraight. Eefperance, bid "Butler lead him forth into the Parke. 

Lady. But hear e you, my Lord. 

Her. What fayft thou, my Lady ? 

irf.Whatis it carries you away ? 

#W’.Why,my horfe (my love) my horfe. 

•£<*.Our you mad-headed ape, a weezel hath not fuch a deale 
' of fp leeoe,as you are toft witii.In fay th ile know your bufiines, 
^ Farry, that 1 will : I feare.my brother Mortimer doth ftir a- 
bout his title,and hath lent for you to line his enterprize,but if 

Hot. So tar afoot, I fhall be weary, love. ( you gog. 

Z^.Come, come, you Parraquito, anfwer medked’y unto 
this queftion that I fhall aske:in fay th i’le breake thy little fin*, 
ger, Harry, and if thou wilt not tell me all things true. 

.fifo? A way, a way, you trifier,love ; I love thee not ; 

I care not for thee, Kate,t\\xs is no world 
To play with mammets,and to tilt with lips. 

We muft have bloody no(es,andcrackt crownes. 

And paffe them currant too : gods me my horfe. 

What faift thou Kate, what woulds thou have with me ? 

-L^.Doe you not love m~?doe you rtotindeede ? 

Well,doe not then ? for lince you love me not, 

I will not love my felfe. Doe you not love me ? 
Nay,tellme,ifyoufpeake in jell, or no? 

Hot. Come,wilt thou fee me ride ? 

And when I am ahorfe-backc, I will fweare, 

I love thee infinitely. But harke you Kate , 

I mufi not have you henceforth queftion me 
Whither I goe •• nor reafon whereabout ; 

Whither I muft, I muft : and to cone ude, 

Thisevening muft I leave you, gentle Kate , 

I know you wife,butyet nofarthe. wife, 

Then Harry 'Percies wife. Conftant you are. 

But yet a woman and for fecrecy. 

Nay Lady clofer, for 1 will beleeve. 

Thou wilt not utter what thou doft not knows 
Andfo far will I truft thee, gentle Kate. 

Tj$o 



Henry the Fourth, 

La. HowTofar ? . 

//of. Not an ii ch further : but harke you Kate, 

Whither 1 go. th ther Ilia 11 you goe too .• 

Today will I let forward; to morrow you: 

Will this content you ICate ? 

La. It muft of force. Exeunt. 

Fencer Prince, and Paynes, 

Pri. TVW.prethee come out of chat fat roome, and lend me 
thy hand to laugh a little. 

Toy . Where halt beenc, 1 all ? 

PFm. With three or foure Logger-heads, amongft three or 
foure-fcore Hogs-beads I have founded the very bafe firing of 
Humility .Sirra dam fvvorn brother to a leafhofDrawers,and 
can call them all by their Chriftian names, as Tom, Dk\, and 
Francis yhey take it a 1 , read upon their falvation, that though 
I be Prince of Wales, yet I am the King of Courtefie, and tell 
me flatly,! am not proud lacke like Yalfiafdjout a Corinthian , 
a Lad ofmetali,a good Boy ("by the Lord lo they call me)and 
when I am F ing of England , 1 fhall command all the good 
, Lads in Safi-cheap. They call drinking deepe.dying Scarlet;& 
when you breathe in your watring,they cry hem, and bid you 
play it off.To conclude, I amfo good a proficient in one quar- 
ter of an boure,that I can drinke with any Tinker in his own 
Language during my life. I will tell thee, AW, thou haft loft 
much honor, that thou wert not With me in this atflion : but 
fweet Ned, to fweeten which name of AW, I give thee this 
penniworth of Sugar ,clapt even now into my hand by an un- 
derskinker,one that never fpake other Englifh in his life, then 
8 Hulling-, and 6 pence, and Ton are welconie,with this fhrill 
addition. Anon anon fir, Shore a pint of P a far d in the halfmoon, 
or lo.But AWto drive away time til Yalfiaffe corned prethee 
doe thou Hand in fome by-roome, while I queftion my puny 
Drawer to what end he have n ethe Sugar, and do never 
leave calling Yrakfiis, that bis tale to me may benothing,but 
Anon : ftep afide, and i’le {hew thee a prefent. 

T^oines. Travels, 

Prince Thou art per fe<ft. Poines.Yrancis. 

P f*«.Anon,anon (rr;looke down into the pomegranate*//* 

Da P rince • 









